294      FROM   A   COLLEGE   WINDOW
day enter in ; well, the souls of all those who
have died, alike those whom we have loved, and
the spirits of those old Romans whose mortal
bodies melted into smoke year after year in the
little enclosure into which I look, know whatever
there is to know. That is a stern and dreadful
truth ; the secret is impenetrably sealed from
us ; but, " though the heart ache to contemplate
it, it is there,"